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Ive Always Been Dead 


Does he like me, or does he lead me on, just to turn on me? 


| wonder this every single day. | want to believe that Øystein likes me as more than just something he can use 
and then throw away. | know he used to value me. He used to love me. Why the hell he wasted his love on 


stupid fucking me, who knows, but | know he loved me. 


| remember the first time we kissed. He had come to see me in the forest. He was worried about me. He 


wanted to make sure | was alright. | had cut. Looking back on it, they were just scratches. Baby scratches. 


But then again, Øystein wasn't used to seeing me bleeding. He wasn't used to any of my fucked up shit back 
then. He cared. 


We talked about life, death, existence. He sat there next to me, holding my arm. He told me he cared. He 
listened to my ramblings. He said he loved me. | didn't believe him, but he told me over and over again that it 
was true. He drew my face close to his, and we kissed. God, it was amazing. Since then, | haven't been able to 


get him out of my head. 


| used to stay up all night with him, watching shitty horror movies. We used to laugh at how stupid the people 
in the movies were. They always ran right to their deaths like a bunch of dumbasses who had never seen a 
horror movie before. We used to cuddle underneath a pile of quilts and eat popcorn. Well, Øystein was usually 


the one who ate all of it, but hell, sometimes popcorn is irresistible. 


We would often fuck, sometimes in the living room, sometimes in his room, sometimes in mine. He was so 


passionate. He wanted me. He wanted to make me feel good, and fuck, he succeeded. | felt alive. 


Afterwards, he was caring. He'd always make sure | was okay, sometimes to the point where it got silly. If 


anything went wrong, he was always there to comfort me. 


That Øystein is long gone, a thing of the past. Everything we had was thrown away for Bystein's public image. 
Øystein became cruel, callous, heartless. Everything became about darkness, about being grim and brutal. | 


know that I'm a fucking dark creature, but then again, I've never been alive. 
Øystein was never dark. He was cute and innocent, not fucked in the head like me. 


Of course, that all changed when he decided to try to be the most dark, grim, and downright evil motherfucker 
to ever walk the face of the earth. It changed when Øystein truly became Euronymous. 


| first noticed this change when he told me to keep cutting onstage. | thought that was weird because he 
always fussed over me if he saw so much as a scratch on my skin. | brushed it off, though. | ignored it. 


He continued telling me to cut. To cut more, to cut deeper. But if | ever got a single drop of blood on his 
precious moldy carpet, he yelled at me and hit me hard as his shitty, upbeat techno music blared in the 


background. | usually just ran into the woods. He never went to look for me. 


| remember this one concert, where the fuck was it? | had cut deep and passed out backstage after the show. 
| woke up in some hospital with Bystein by my side. The only thing he said to me was “Too bad you didn't 
fucking die." 


| see glimpses of the old Bystein, the Bystein who treated me like a person, the Øystein who loved me, but 
they're so few and far between at this point. Most of the time, he doesn't bother to notice that l'm even 


there, especially when anyone else is around. 

Its either being ignored or becoming the butt of one of his oh-so-original jokes. If | hear "I thought you didn't 
need food. | thought you were Dead!" one more fucking time, I'll kick his ass. | wish he'd quit trying to be so 
kvlt or whatever, because he's lost himself. 


He's hurt me more than anyone else. 


He came into my room once when the rest of the band was gone. He looked me in the eyes before pinning me 
up against the wall and tearing my clothes off. | told him to wait. | didn't want whatever he was going to do to 


He pulled his clothes off and just fucked me. No preparation, no lube, nothing. It hurt like hell. | screamed at 
him, telling him to stop or if nothing else, to use some goddamn lube. He didn't listen. He just came inside of me 


and left. | felt ill. | felt disgusting. And of course, those feelings haven't fucking left. 


| assumed he was drunk or high or something. | assumed he didn't realize what he had done. Oh, was | 


mistaken 

He bragged and he still brags about what he did that night to anyone who will listen. Of course, in every telling 
of the story, I'm a girl. Heaven fucking forbid that someone will think the great and mighty Euronymous is a 
faggot. 

In all of these stories, I'm "some fucking whore." 

He told me he loved me. | know he did. But now, lim nothing. 

He made me feel something, he made me feel alive, only to crush me. 


Well, guess what? The bastard can excuse all of my fucking blood on his moldy ass carpets. 


Its time for me to go. After all, I've always been dead. 


